A TALK IN THE ORCHARD
poor Skye brought them back again, one by one, in her
mouth; not the happy little things that they were, but bleed-
ing and crying pitifully; they had all had a piece of their
tails cut off, and the soft flap of their pretty little ears was
cut quite off. How their mother licked them, and how
troubled she was, poor thing! I never forgot it. They
healed in time, and they forgot the pain, but the nice, soft
flap that, of course, was intended to protect the delicate part
of their ears from dust and injury was gone forever. Why
don't they cut their own children's ears into points to make
them look sharp? Why don't they cut the end off their
noses to make them look plucky? One would be just as
sensible as the other. What right have they to torment and
disfigure God's creatures?'*
Sir Oliver, though he was so gentle, was a fiery old fel-
low, and what he said was all so new to me and so dreadful
that I found a bitter feeling toward men rise up in my mind
that I had never had before. Of course, Ginger was much
excited; she flung up her head with flashing eyes and dis-
tended nostrils, declaring that men were both brutes and
blockheads.
"Who talks about blockheads?" said Merrylegs, who just
came up from the old apple tree, where he had been rubbing
himself against the low branch; "Who talks about block-
heads ? I believe that is a bad word."
"Bad words were made for bad things," said Ginger, and
she told him what Sir Oliver had said. "It is all true/* said
Merrylegs sadly, "and I've seen that about the dogs over
and over again where I lived first; but we won't talk about